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‘Oh - oh my God. groaned Dave as that warm wet mouth, smooth as velvet, took the head of his cock in 


A slippery, moist tongue danced cautiously across the slit in the puffy tip, teeth gently scraping against the 
sensitive underside of the head, and it was almost enough to make Dave's knees buckle and send him sinking to 
the floor. He hadn't even been serious when he'd asked Junior for this particular favour, he'd been mostly 
joking, a naughty gleam in his eyes and the trademark cocky sneer plastered on his lips. He'd never in his life 
expected to end up with the younger boy on his knees for him, giving him head. Giving some ungodly good head, 
at that. 


Dave's head fell back against the wall, strawberry blonde locks cascading around his shoulders, but he kept 
hooded, heavy lidded hazel orbs on Junior's face. He watched those flustered cheeks, the pink, scabbed lips 
stretched into a wide o as he spilled kisses and licks to tease the sensitive skin. It was a sight he could get 
used to, as arousing as it was it sent a bolt of liquid pleasure straight to the redhead's aching groin, making 


his cock jump in the other man's ready mouth. 


Shaky hands came up to grab fistfuls of honey blonde and sandy brown strands, not being very gentle about it, 
fingertips digging into the smaller man's scalp as Dave practically forced the other man to tale him in deeper, 
feeling that satiny smooth mouth work its way downwards until Junior's nose and lips brushed the ginger 
pubes at the base of his cock. Jesus fucking Christ, it felt good. 


The cool wall pressed against Dave's bare shoulderblades and back, sticky with sweat from the previous show 
set, his jeans pushed down just beneath his ass so the pale cheeks were on display. Dave felt Junior's callused, 


bass roughened hands come up to grasp one in each palm, squeezing and kneading them. No one had thought of 


that before, but it didn't distract, instead it helped the throbbing pulsing of his cock grow in its intensity. 


Dave watched as Junior's doe eyes fluttered shut, saw them leak moist pearls at the corners and dark, long 
lashes fanned over his pink cheeks. It sent a fullbody shudder through Dave, anticipation brewing at the pit of 
his belly while he waited impatiently with trembling legs for the bassist to relax his throat and adjust the to 
length of his erection. 


Then Junior began bobbing his head, moving it slowly up along the shaft, bottom lip pressed hard against the 
vein straining along the underside and it made Dave dizzy, his vision faltering for a moment. A cheek hollowing 
suckle was given to the fat tip, and Dave felt his toes curl, mouth falling open and moving in silent pleas, his 


chest heaving up and down with each breath, rising and falling steadily. 


The arousal seemed to be growing at an almost overwhelming rate, Dave shivered hard as Junior began 
bobbing his head, wet saliva mixed with pre-cum cooling his skin and the contrast between heated mouth and 
chilly air exhilirating. Shit, did the boy know his business, swallowing hard each time his lips brushed against the 


base and sucking on the head every time he worked his way up. 


Dave was gasping, breath hitching as shock waves of pleasure surged up and down his spine, settling in a 
burning knot of white heat between his legs, spreading down to his thighs. All he could focus on the persistent 
throbbing of his stiff cock, the electrically buzzing feel of his tightening balls, goosebumps breaking out as 
teeth playfully nipped at the head, making the redhead's hips jerk and stutter. He was bucking them now, trying 


to meet the willing, eager mouth engluting him. 


He would come. He would come like this, and there was no way in hell he was going to hold back, hands winding 
into that silky soft hair, wrapping it around his long fingers and giving a soft tug. The feel of the other man's 
moan against his cock made Dave whimper, and fuck, he never whimpered. It was getting too much, and Dave 
felt the orgasm building before it struck, with an intensity he hadn't experience for a long time, running up the 
length of his body and out into his fingertips and toes, going to his head almost like the buzz of a high. 


And then it hit, hard and fast, making the redhead's legs quake uncontrollably, growling in satisfaction and 
roughly grabbing the back of Junior's head to pull him as close as possibly when the warm seed spilled from 
him in waves, some bubbling up to escape from the right corner of the bassist's sore, reddened lips. Dave was 
in heaven, and when it was over he sunk to the floor, fighting to catch the air that had been sucked from his 


lungs, limbs jerking every once in a while from the aftershocks. Junior simply sat in front of him, between his 
splayed legs and wiped his chin with the back of his hand. He had an innocent look in his eyes. 


